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lifty-four years ago Leslie’s was performing an 
equally noteworthy service in our own Civil War. 
Through the many conflicts that have followed— 
the Prussian War, the Spanish War, the Russian- 
Japanese War, the Balkan War, and the Mexican 
War— 


Leslie’s has been ‘‘at the front,’’ figuratively and 
literally, in keeping its readers abreast of the devel- 
opments of these struggles—not by words alone, 
but also by pictures—the universal language that 
tells more at a glance than pages of words can de- 
scribe. 
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In addition to its unparalleled service which covers not only the war, but the 
world—at home or abroad—wherever news is happening—Leslie’s editorial 


features are rich with interest and helpfulness. 


Sane, constructive, optimistic, its weekly comment on the world’s affairs 
. Serge 

makes for healthy development and progress. Its ‘Trend of 

represents the best thought of the times, boiled down to 


Opinion”’ 
a few words, 


J 
‘ im Then there are its departments of “‘Watching the 
aan oie ia Business ;** its Export Promotion Bureau; 
New York to Money-Makers; the Travel Bureau; Motor Depart- 
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ment, Sport page, etc., ete.—all written from the 
viewpoint of practical usefulness to the reader. 


You can have this remarkable periodical in your home every week 
by subscribing through any of our representatives, or by attach- 
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On the Firing 
_ Line 

N Italy, in Germany, in Austria, 

in France, in Russia, in Britain, 

in Belgium, in Turkey, in Egypt, 

in the Far East, on the high seas— 
There are Leslie’s special war correspond- 
ents and gathering for this 


publication’s 400,000 subscribers, pen and cam- 
era pictures that form the most exhaustive and 


photographers, 


authentic review of the World War that has been given 
to the public. 


No wide awake American can afford not to have 
Leslie’s in his home every week. All of the fam- 
ily will profit by it. It is not too old for the 
youngest child, while every page teems with inter- 
est for the adults. 


We employ eight hundred salesmen to call on pros- 
pective subscribers. One of them may call on you 
today. If he does, give him a careful hearing. He 
represents the most interesting periodical of its kind 
in America. Should he fail to visit you, telephone 
or write the Leslie-Judge Co. in any of the follow- 
ing cities, and have a representative call. 

San Francisco, Cal. 
Syracuse, a. 
Toledo, Ohio 

Tacoma, Wash. 


Vancouver, B. C., Can 
Winnipeg. Man., Can, 


Portland, Oreg. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
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Kansas City, Mo. Seattle, Wash. 
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ONE OF LESLIE’S CORRESPONDENTS AT THE FRONT 


Enoch Vine Stoddard taking a peep at the German trenches 30 yards away, 
through a periscope. Note the loophole beside the periscope. 
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A Point of View 


HIS coming year will be one of little 
The 


charm and concern to many. 
annual European trip must be abandoned. 


one’s homeland! 
besides, 





with a mere American make 
This is so disconcerting, for these cars 
are such homelike-looking affairs; one 
cannot feel that luxurious comfort that 
is resident only in a car,that has come 
from that patronized quarter—‘‘the 
other side.’’ 

One's clothes must even be of the 
very ordinary home make. Yes, 
clothes are being imported; but really 
to enjoy what one wears, one should 
**go across’’ and make one’s own selec- 
tions. 

What a frankly stupid outlook for 
some of us! Simply boring—absurdly 
boring! It may mean more business 
for Americans and American manufac- 
tories. But, truly, it almost punishes 
one’s conscience to be so much like 
regular Americans. Doesn't it? 


” 


No Discouragement 
HE FACT that a New York boy 
dislocated his jaw the other day 
while laughing at a funny story is no 
argument against legitimate merri- 
ment. 

There may have been some reason 
aside from happy provocation for the 
accident noted. The boy may not have 
had many occasions for laughter, and 
thus his facial mechanism might have 
been unused to it. And it may be that 


There remains only 
the dull alternative of 
seeing one’s own coun- 
try. Of course America 
is a grand old section 
of earth, but how stu- 
pid just to roam about 
And, 
proper folk 
haven't been doing it. 

Then there can be no new foreign motor 
car. It seems one must satisfy one’s self 
of motor. 


O R 


one’s jaw may be dislocated by a sad parox- 
ysm as well as by a joyful impulse. 

There isn’t half enough laughter in the 
world as it is, and nobody should take warn- 
ing from this mishap to the New York boy. 
Life presents too much of soberness to have 
such an accident put persons who wish to 
laugh whenever they can on their guard 
against influences that will give them joy. 

The few persons who radiate mirth are 
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‘ORRORS OF WAR 
An English aeroplane passing over a German trench. 
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always popular, because one meets so many 
more persons who put a damper on good 
cheer. And the cheerful should not be dis. 
couraged in their efforts from any fear that 
they will do their subjects injury. 


The Waistline 
HE WAISTLINE is a hypothetical ring 
around Rosie. Until recently it lay in 
a comatose state, so quiet and demure that 
Rosie herself hardly suspected its existence, 
Not many seasons ago, however, under the 
stimulation of that renowned architect of 
fat, the Parisian corsetier, the waistline be- 
gan to deport itself in a most reckless and 
unbecoming manner. It twisted and tore 
away from the homely circle into svelte V's 
and fetching spirals. It soared to 
Rosie’s shoulders and volplaned daring- 
ly to her knees. It hid in fluffy 
masses of bouffant drapery, suddenly 
to reappear and spread itself all over 
creation. To-day the waistline lights 
here and there, molding Rosie’s con- 
tour to the whim of the hour, the 
delight of mother, the disgust of father 
and the profit of the modiste. What 
will ultimately become of the waist: 
line nobody knows. Only one thing is 
certain: There will always be a ring 
around Rosie. 


Brief Decisions 
O GET a line on a young woman’s 
disposition, note her comment 
upon the matrimonial engagement of 
some girl friend. 


No matter how well a widow may ap- 


pear in weeds, in time she is willing 
to discuss a new trousseau. 


The minds that give the most hold 
the most. 


Egotism is more than skin deep. 
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‘* My fiance rows on his college crew.’ 





“Say, old man, I noticed your wife crying all 
the way up in the subway last night. Has she lost 
some member of her family?’’ 

“ Bless you, no. /e'’d just been to the theater 
and she was still enjoying the last act.’’ 


Y WRENHAM, who rated himself a good 

fellow, even if he did prefer to have 

the wars and the jokes on other people, saw 

Andy Bowles sitting on the porch of the 
village store, and his eyes twinkled. 

Andy was all right and honest as the days 
were long—that’s why he had just been 
elected tax assessor. Still, with his honesty 
went a sort of direct simplicity, which of- 
fered standing temptation to the frivolous- 
minded. Cy marched up to the store porch; 
he winked meaningly at three or four 
loungers grouped a little way from Bowles. 

“‘Howdy, Andy?’’ said he. 
gettin’ on with the new office?’’ 


‘* But he’s a snob.’’ 


‘**‘How you 


CY WRENHAM’ 
LIVE STOC 


By W. T. NICHOLS 


S 
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‘*Pretty fair,’’ said Andy modestly. 

Cy wagged his head. ‘‘Well, you gota 
hard job—’bout the only one I know where 
folks ain’t tickled to have you take ’em at 
their own valuation. Course, it’s goin’ to 
be extry hard on you this year, with the 
new law and all that.’’ 

‘*What new law?’’ said Andy, pricking 
up his ears. Wrenham, as he knew, had 
just returned from a visit to the State cap- 
ital, and hence might be supposed to be 
acquainted with the latest vagaries of the 
legislators. 

‘*Why, the law for taxin’ wild animals,’’ 
quoth Cy cheerfully. ‘‘See here!’’ He 
took an official-looking document from his 
pocket. ‘‘‘An act forethe assessment and 
taxation of wild animals,’’’ he read. ‘‘ ‘Be 
it enacted by the Senate and House of Rep- 
resentatives’—that’s the way it starts, like 
all the rest of ’em. And it goes on to say 
that if anybody’s maintainin’ and fosterin’ 
such critters on his premises, he’s got to 
settle, same’s if they was hosses or Hol- 
steins. Look for yourself!’’ And he held 
the printed slip under Andy’s nose. 

Andy peered at it, but his vision was 
poor, as Cy was quite aware. 

‘‘I hain’t got my glasses,’’ he faltered. 
‘“*It—it’s genuine enough, I reckon. But 
it’s a blamed funny law!’’ 


‘No, he isn't. He knows every man in the boat except two fellows down at the other end.”’ 


A score of newspaper paragraphers had 
taken the same view and joyously added 
the bill in question to the list of freak leg- 
islation for the year; but it chanced that 
Andy read none of the papers these humor- 
ists enlivened. So the bill for taxing wild 
animals—as a matter of fact, it didn’t pass 
from bill to enactment, but perished in 
committee — was all new to him and all 
news. And as tax assessor he found it im- 
portant news. Before you could levy on 
live stock, you had to assess it; and to as- 
sess it, you had to see it or count it up or 
—or do something. 

Cy stuffed the printed bill back in his 
pocket; again he winked at his gallery. 

‘*By gum, but you’ll have your hands 
full, Andy!’’ he chuckled. ‘‘Folks’ll say 
they can’t make out inventories, and you’ll 
have to get busy. Why, you’ll have to take 
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“* Gee, papa! Do they put stripes on animal 
prisoners, too? 











SOCIETY NOTE—WRITING 


a reg’lar census of all the deer and bobcats 
and mink and skunks and hedgehogs in the 
township, along with the legal and tax- 
payin’ residence of every dummed one of 
*em—Jehosophat!’’ 

Andy paled under his tan. 
Moses!’’ he groaned. 

Mr. Wrenham winked a third time at his 
grinning audience and resumed his stroll. 
Mr. Bowles sat in thought, which seemed 
to have a melancholy tinge. The idlers 
drifted away, until only one was left. He 
edged over to the assessor. 

**Say, what you goin’ to do?’’ he queried. 

Andy raised a face in which were new 
lines. ‘‘I gotta do my duty, ain’tI? Took 
an oath, didn’t I, to obey the law? And 
you heard Cy tellin’ what the new law is, 
didn’t you?’’ 

‘*Yep—I heard,’’ said the idler dryly. 
**And so you're goin’ to obey the law, eh? 
Huh!’’ 

**I swore to,’’ Andy told him drearily. 

‘*‘Umph!”’ growled the idler. He walked 
to the end of the porch, wheeled, came back. 

**See here, Andy! You got to begin this 
menagerie round-upsomewhere. Why don’t 
you start in with Cy Wrenham’s swamp? 
If Cy’s so all-fired sot on folks payin’ on 
their wild cats, he oughter be tickled to 
start the payin’.’’ 

Andy raised his head. ‘‘By gum, that’s 
sense!’’ he cried explosively. 

For a week the tax assessor was missing 
from his accustomed haunts. The ingen- 
ious idler, who had written a letter after 
his talk with Andy and received a reply 
bearing the capital postmark, decided finally 
to look him up. There was a certain atmos- 
phere of confusion about the Bowles prem- 
ises—an atmosphere permeated also by that 


**Ho-holy 





UP A LITTLE BRIDGE 


pungent odor which is least esteemed of all 
the smells of the countryside. The visitor 
sniffed dubiously. Then he saw Bowles 
and started violsntly. The assessor was 
scarred and m.rred; his clothes were ripped. 
There were strips of court-plaster on his 
face; nis left hand was bandaged; he 
limp.d painfully. 

‘I've been sorter gettin’ "em together— 
Cy’s wild animals,’’ he explained. ‘‘Got 
to show ’em to him, or he’d kick on my 
count. So I’m storin’ ’em in my barn, 
temporary-like.”’ 





The other man’s eyes bulged. 


“Gosh |! 


from the way you look, you must ’a’ been 


playin’ with the big cats. 
way you smell, you must ’a 
the black and white kitties. 

Andy nodded weariedly, yet with a de. 
gree of pride. ‘‘I got one bouncer—old he 
‘un — forty-pounder. Then there’s four 
hedgehogs and ten woodchucks, besides the 
bouquet chorus. And they’re all out 9’ 
Cy’s swamp. But it’s been a drefful job 
luggin’ ’em in.”’ 

The other man swore. 
a letter. 

**Andy, it’s a doggone shame, the game 
Cy rigged on you! Look here! I’ve an 
uncle in the State senate. I wrote and 
asked him about that plaguey bill. He 
sends back word it was a plan to get taxes 
out o’ the fellows who're startin’ silver fox 
farms up north, but it never got nowhere, 
And it never was meant to hit critters run. 
nin’ loose in the woods. And Cy knowed 
that all the while!’’ 

Andy stared at hiscounselor. Very slowly 
two red spots began to show in his cheeks, 
He was a patient man, but there are limits! 
At last he spoke grimly. 

**So I hain’t got no lien, eh, on Cy’s 
rovin’ live stock? Then there’s jest one 
thing to do—return the lot to him.”’ 

The idler caught the fire of purpose, 
**Say, I'll go ’long with you and help. That 
is,’’ he added more cautiously, ‘‘that is, if 
you'll lend me an old suit o’ clothes no- 
body’ll have no further use for.”’ 

Cy Wrenham was at dinner when a cov- 
ered wagon drove into his yard and backed 


And from the 
" been corralin’ 


” 


Then he took out 





A WARNING 


Cavalry sergeant—1 


a never to approach a horse from the rear without speaking to him. First 


thing you know they’li kick you in the head, and we'll have a bunch of lame horses on our hands. 
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IF YOUR GUESTS REALLY FOLLOWED INSTRUCTIONS AND MADE THEMSELVES AT HOME 





hand beat the air frantically, as if he were trying to drive away the air, in 
fact. Curious spiny tufts protruded in places from his person. An awful 
loathing of all the world filled his shuddering being. Andy and his ally 
climbed to the wagon seat. They gazed in silence for a moment at the 
writhing figure on the ground. Then Andy picked up his reins and spoke. 

‘Well, let ’em run, if you want to, Cy,’’ he said. ‘‘They’re all yours. 
I got nothin’ to:say about it. Seems they’re tax-exempt, anyhow. Gid- 
dap, Dobbin!’’ 








““ Well, my dear, I suppose that young man who just left 
has been talking sweet nothings to you all evening.’’ 

“No, indeed, mamma. He’s been making a noise that 
sounded so much like real money that I promised to marry him.’”’ 


up to the stable door. Two men worked fast in shifting 
crates from wagon to stable. They were closing the door 
just as Cy came out of the house, picking his teeth. 

**H’lo, boys!’’ he hailed. ‘‘What’s the good word? 
Lordy, though, Andy! What you been a-doin’ to your- 
self?’’ 

Mr. Bowles was unsmiling. ‘‘Cy,’’ he said, ‘‘we 
picked up some strays of yourn and brought ’em home. 
They’re in the stable. Better look ’em over.’’ 

‘‘What! Them Jersey calves jumped the fence again? 
Say, they got deer beat a mile!’’ cried Cy, and quickened 
his pace. He opened the stable door—and went down 
in a bewildered heap on the threshold before an over- 
whelming charge. Something heavy, something tawny allt : 
gray, that seemed all growls and teeth and claws, alighted \ * <A on \ 
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on his shoulders and thence made a mighty bound to free- Pe 
dom. There was a scurrying rush of smaller objects, some 1 5= 
dentally impressive, some bristling, some suffocating in IN NEWPORT 
general effect. Cy gave before the rush. He backed on Cynthia—My dog is brighter than yours. See how he begs. 


Muriel—Oh, my dog is far too well bred to do anything so common as that. 


knees and one hand from the stable door. The other 








know when to beat it is made of the stuff 
that undertakers delight in and cemetery 
associations pay dividends on. The Buffalo 
has always been regarded as a heroic figure, 
but all he ever got for his courage was to 
have a village in New York named for him 
and get his picture on a five-cent nickel. 
Courage, my son, is a fine thing; but re- 
member that it is pleasanter to be a live 
politician with a large income than a dead 
statesman with a large monument. Don’t 
be a Buffalo. —Maurice Switzer. 








The Buffalo Fallacious Fabrications 


HE Buffalo, whose right name is Bison, Revenge of the Poor Old Horse 


is the only well-known American ani- An old horse that lay sleeping in his stall 
mal except the Goat who still wears whisk- W445 rudely awakened by the hired man, who 
ers. The Buffalo is related to the Yak, a jabbed him with a pitchfork. 
mild-mannered bovine which furnishes the *‘Oh, ho, ho!’’ said the horse, arising 
motive power for Asiatic jitney buses. The stiffly. ‘Another day’s work ahead, I sup- 
Yak is of great economic value when alive, pose.’’ 
{ and when dead his tail still wags in the *‘For once,’’ said the hired hand, who 
: form of a fly swatter—and there are some WaS a college graduate in disguise, ‘‘ your 
flies to swat in Asia, believe us! The only Supposition is incorrect. You will be per- 
thing that is left of the Buffalo, so to speak, mitted to remain in your stall and rest. 
is a tale. Fifty years ago, when beards Your master is dead, and his funeral will 
were a mark of masculine distinction and be held to-day.”’ 
family portraits hung in the parlor, when *‘But I am going to the funeral,’’ said 
the plush-covered album was a form of pop- the old horse. 
ular diversion, the Buffalo pawed the West- ‘‘Why, for the love of Mike,’’ gruffly 
ern plains in millions. But with the pass- asked the hired man, ‘‘should you go when 
ing of physiognomic drapery the Buffalo you may as well stay here and rest?’’ 
went down and out, until, like the Bull “For twenty years,’’ replied the aged 
Moose, there is nothing left of his former horse, ‘‘I have been wanting to attend my 
greatness save a few live samples in cap-. master’s funeral, and now that the oppor- 
tivity and some mounted specimens in tunity is presented, I will not be denied.’’ 
museums. Occasionally it happens that all those in 
The trouble with the Buffalo was that he ‘the funeral train are not there for the pur- 
had enough size and speed, but he lacked pose of shedding the scalding tear. 
direction. His head was big, but there was Richard S, Graves. 
nothing of value inside of it. When the a 
mighty hunter sneaked up on a band of six No Objection 
Buffalo and picked off one of them with his **Before you buy,’’ said the bird dealer, 
trusty rifle, the other five would stick around ‘‘I must tell you that this parrot swears 
and look foolish, until the whole sextet fearfully.’’ 
were ready to be made into Buffalo robes. ‘“Glad to hear it!’’ replied J. Fuller 
This behavior was called courage, and Gloom, who has a vile and venomous dis- 
maybe it was; but the fellow who doesn’t _ position. 











When Father Fixed the Tire 


HEN father fixed the tire, us boys 
Kep’ still as mice an’ made no noise, 
Some folks rode by, says, ‘‘Get a mule!” 
a says, ‘‘Shut up, you bloomin’ fool!’’ 


I can’t jus’ hear what pa says next— 
Guess maybe ’twas his golden text. 
But sis looks peevish, ma looks sad 
An’ squelchy-like at poor old dad. 


Jus’ then the tire squoze father’s thumb, 
An’ he says—well, ’twan’t, ‘‘ Jerusalem!” 
Pa dances roun’ an’ says to ma, 

**You made me buy this thing!’’ says pa. 


**Did you hurt you, dearie?’’ ma inquires, 
**Oh, no!’’ pa yells. ‘‘I hurt the tires! 
That stuff you see there, ma’am, is blood, 
E’ceptin’ what is sweat or mud.”’ 


Pa says, ‘‘If we get home, some day, 

I'll give this blasted car away!’’ 

An’ then he jams the tire in place 

An’ says, ‘‘Hooray! Now watch me race!” 
—Albert E. Hoyt. 





A DRAWBACK 


“* Say, Cap, if a feller joins the army is he forced 
wear them socks knitted by the society wimmen?’ 
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Enid 
URQUOISE blue are Enid’s slippers, 
Satin sheen’d and pear! inset. 
Did she step upon the greensward, 
Enid’s feet must needs get wet. 


But her boudoir walls are damp-proof; 
Velvet rugs caress her feet. 

(Enid’s feet upon the fender! 
Blue forget-me-nots less sweet!) 


But the blue, blue eyes of Enid, 
And the carmine of her mouth! 
Fragrant, shimm’ry, zanthic tresses, 
And a breath of rose-blown South! 


Sheerest petticoats wears Enid, 
Flounced and ribbon’d in and out. 
Ah, that silken, soft kimono 
That wraps Enid roundabout! 


At her door I pause, reluctant. 
Am I bold thus to intrude? 
Dare I knock upon its carving? 

Will fair Enid think me rude? 


Enid starts from out her musings, 
Knits her forehead in a frown, 

Taps one wee, bejeweled slipper 
On the rug most firmly down. 


Then she rises—to embrace me! 
Ruthlessly I crush her frills. 
I have rights (I’m Enid’s husband)— 
For I have to foot the bills! 
—D. Undine Baker. 


Shrewd Dentist 

Rankin—Isn’t that Dr. Diggendelve, the 
wealthy dentist? 

Phyle—Yes. 

Rankin—I wonder why he is eating his 
meals in this restaurant? 

Phyle—He always patronizes the restau- 
rants during the blackberry pie season, so 
he can pick out the people whose teeth need 
filling. 
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Bare Possibility 

Mr. Umson—Hurry, Mary, or we’ll be late 
for the play. 

His wife—But I can’t leave the house 
mussed up like this. 

Mr. Umson—Whao is going to see it while 
we are away? 

His wife—It’s hard to tell; 
might break in. 


a burglar 
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Semper Idem 
HE ROSE said, ‘‘Stupid nightingale! 
I care not what excuse he brings— 
He’s idling with the lily, and 
I shall not listen when he sings!’’ 


But when the dusk fell softly down, 
And one clear note rang through the dew, 
An eager little rose cried out, 
**Oh, nightingale, I’m glad it’s you!”’ 
—Charlotte Becker. 





WHERE THEY WERE MOST NEEDED 


Astute manager (to salesman)—Don’t waste your time talking 


** soft cushions "’ to him! Tell his 


wife about ‘em ! 





‘Typewriter 


WA ‘hy 
MASON 


T IS a wonderful machine with which I 
earn the good long green. 

It is the tenth one I have owned; ten 

times, by eager agents boned, I’ve loosened 

up a hundred wheels, too, too responsive to 


their spiels. Each agent sells the best on 
earth, the one machine of sterling worth. 
You'll break your heart and spoil your biz, 
if you buy any one but his. 

Ten new machines I’ve bought, at times, 
with which to perpetrate my rhymes; and 
as I punch the lettered keys and write such 
locoed thoughts as these, I often wonder 
how the lads who in the old time wrote for 
scads, such men as Dickens, Bulwer, Scott, 
e’er managed to produce their rot. I pity 
those great gifted men, who had to struggle 
with a pen, which always was upon the 
blink and scratched and clogged and splat- 
tered ink. It must have made Charles 
Dickens hot when he beheld a big green 
blot upon the chastely written page. I seem 
to see him in his rage; I seem to hear the 
great man swear and bust the pictures with 
a chair and throw the inkstand down the 
hall and kick the tomcat through the wall. 

Oh, I can see poor Charlie stewed while 
doping out his ‘‘Edwin Drood,’’ and I can 
see him throw a fit while blotting ‘‘ Martin 
Chuzzlewit.’’ Just think of it, all modern 
men; condole with those who used the pen! 

And I sit here in ease and peace, and all 
things go as slick as grease. I work my 
fingers and my head and grind out rhymes, 
as I have said. I do not fool with cheap 
goose quills; no ink upon the paper spills. 
My new machine is smooth as lard and 
makes things pleasant for a bard. 

But now the blamed thing will not work! 
In vain, in vain the keys I jerk! The dog- 
gone carriage will not slide—there’s some- 
thing busted, sure, inside. The patent 
rintum’s out of whack, the mainspring’s 
split all up the back. I place the ‘‘writer’’ 
on a bench and toil with pick and monkey- 
wrench, and looser *:p some burs and nuts 
and tinker wit the metal guts and fuss 





with lever, cam and crank, and say, ‘‘ Blink 
blank, blink blank, blink blank!’’ 

The agent comes with sack and kit, and 
in an hour he fixes it and says, in soft and 
siren tones, ‘‘My bill for that is seven 
bones.’’ 

And now I sort o’ seem to think that men 
who wrote with pen and ink were not such 
an unlucky lot. Hooray for Dickens, Bul- 
wer, Scott! 


Force of Association 

While the owner of the touring car dis- 
mounted, during mecessary repairs, the 
young front wheel timidly asked the old 
back wheel, 

**Don’t you get weary of the social whirl 
—revolving and revolving and revolving?’’ 

**You’ll get used to it,’’ said the old 
wheel. ‘‘Our owner is a spinster, with 
nothing to do but go round, till sometimes 
I feel like a Daughter of the Revolution 
myself.’’ 


Business 
Madge—Why don’t you tell him frankly 
that you don’t like him as well as you do 
Charlie? 
Marjorie—How can I, dear? 
just sure that Charlie will propose. 


A Treat for Ma 


I’m not 


**Yes, we girls are going to camp out.’’ 

**You’ll find cooking very irksome.’’ 

**Oh, we are going to take mother along 
to cook. She needs a vacation.’’ 
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Pig 


THE WAITER TO WHOM YOU WERE ABOUT TO GIVE A FIFTEEN-CENT TIP 


THEY PREFER THE CITY 
Willy—Got a great idea, Gladys! 
out in the country and raise chickens. 
Gladys—It's a cute little idea, Willy. But 
why the country ? 


**There’s not much petticoat rule nowa- 
days, in spite of votes for women,”’ 

**No,’’ smiled McFee; 
petticoat.’’ 


The less a man has to say, the louder he 


talks. 
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I'm going 


Not Much 


was said. 
**there’s not much 
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‘* The chap over there is Hark Flaw, of Flaw and Flivver, the musical comedy producers, 


A Difficult Operation 

me | tL FIENDISH uproar which 
emanated from my resi- 
dence and aroused the en- 
tire neighborhood last 
evening,’’ explained Grout 
P. Smith, ‘‘was caused by 
a united endeavor upon 
the part of most of those 
present to make my 
nephew, Postlethwait, 
aged nine, son of my niece, Samuella, take 
a dose of medicine. 

**Soon after the family moved over there 
from Pruntytown, it was discovered that 
Postlethwait was so run down that, while 
he could still eat very well, go fishing and 
the like, he was utterly unable, by his own 
testimony, to attend school, where, as a 
new boy, he encountered the profound con- 
tempt of the old-timers, nor to Sabbath 
school so long before Christmas. On this 
account it was finally decided that he needed 
a course of blood purifier and body builder. 

“‘After a lively preliminary skirmish we 
overwhelmed him by sheer force of num- 
bers, bore him triumphantly to the floor and 
proceeded to dose him in this wise: One of 
his loving sisters knelt and held his right 
foot, and the other held his left, as he lay 
on his back, spread out like a capital letter 








X. . One brother and a neighbor boy who 
had dropped in to see the fun sat on his 
hands. Another brother held his head down. 
I rode astride of his chest to manipulate the 
spoon. His mother carefully filled said 
spoon with medicine. I seized him by the 
throat with one hand, thus forcing his mouth 
open, and carefully advanced the spoon 
thereunto with the other. 





He spends his summers at the beach selecting girls for the chorus."’ 


The Waiter 


GIVE my order to the waiter 
And get it thirty minutes later; 
Then ponder on a question grave, 
The while my hunger sating— 
Why thus are waiters named, I crave, 
When I do all the waiting? 
—Russell F. Briggs. 





‘He immediately had a con- 
vulsion, during which he man- 
aged to knock the spoon from 
my hand and its contents into 








my eyes, kicked both sisters 
in a most ungentlemanly way, 


smote his brother and thefun- [ ~~ ~—————_____/ 4 a 
1 ° ° ° | RX 7) a 
oving neighbor boy heavily, = ——_ an — 

smashed the bottle and thereby ee” ne = -o— endl 


well-nigh ruined a rug, tore 
locse from me, darted from 














the door and fled with horrible =~ 
yells over to his grandma’s, 
where, of course, he was safe. 
If he had not been an invalid, 
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I tremble to think of what he 
might have done to us!”’ 





—Tom P. Morgan, 





Gratitude is a noble senti- 
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ment which we feel toward one m2. 
who is about to do us a favor. 


PROVIDENCE 








BACK TO NATURE 


From a Jester’s Notebook 
Entomological Repartee 
é¢AJOW, what am I good for?’’ demanded 

the fly, 

With a lingering smile in his bright blue eye, 

As I grabbed up my swatter true standing 
nigh. 

**I give you a chance for a bully old game — 

It’s bluebottle tennis they call the same— 

To play within doors when the sun is hot, 

That’s swat!’’ 

And I aimed a big biff at his grinning old 
face 

And smashed all the bric-a-brac there in the 
place, 

While he, with that lingering smile in his 
eye, 

Took his kids for a walk on our blueberry 
pie. 


A facetious English contemporary says 
that Burns was a Ploughboy and Byron was 
a Harrow boy. Sad, but true. Why not 
add that Edwin Markham was The Man 
with the Hoe, and Alfred Noyes is some 
punkins as a Harvester? 


It has just occurred to us that all this un- 
rest among women is possibly due to the 
fact that she has had to labor so incessantly 
at household chores for so many generations 
that she really doesn’t know how to rest. 


We notice a peculiarly subtle point in 
Colonel Roosevelt's latest slogan. It is 
**Down with the bosses!’’ not, you will ob- 
serve, ‘‘Down with the boss!’’ 


A French scientist has discov- 
ered a way to make cigarettes 
innocuous, but we have ourselves 
long known how. The best way 
is just to smoke ’em. A ciga- 
rette once smoked is powerless 
to harm another human soul. 

I 

When women vote and we 
come to a yea and nay proposi- 
tion, we are willing to bet seven- 
teen pecks of apples to one 
pickled prune that then, even as 
now, effectively used, the eyes 
will win. 

O 
An editor of a muck-raking 
magazine should never attempt 
to operate his own motor. His habit of 
running down everything in sight might 
prove embarrassing to him. 
O 

Admiral Peary has been delegated to chart 
the air for the Aero Club. We wish him 
luck and trust he will not find 
that old Doctor Cook went up in 
the air first. 


Perhaps if authors were paid 
by the pound instead of by the 
word for their productions, they 
would see to it that their words 
carried a little more weight. 

—Horace Dodd Gastit. 


Foiled 


They were tangoing on a sub- 
way newsstand during the rush 
hour. She whispered to him, 

‘*Harold, my dear, you know 
I’m crazy about dancing, but — 
before all these people—we must 
stop.’’ 

“‘It can’t be done,’’ he mur- 
mured resolutely. ‘‘We’re ona 
magazine cover.’’ 


Cured While You Wait 

Mrs. Osher—What did the doc- 
tor say? 

Osher—He said I needed a rest. 
Gee! I was tickled! I had al- 
ready had it sitting in his office 
two hours waiting to see him. 
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The Irony of It 


66 FOOL there was, and she made her 
prayer, 
Even as you and I,’’ 

To fashion and style and things to wear. 
So one man might call her ‘‘his lady fair,’ 
She had bills that reached to the sky, 
Oh, the hats she bought! The ’broideries 

wrought! 
Oh, the prinking and curling and paint! 
How she braced and laced, for a small, 
straight waist! 
She was tired enough to faint. 
But the man she craved, he became enslaved, 
When shipwrecked, one early fall, 
On a desert isle, by a maiden’s smile— 
A maid who wore nothing at all! 
—Margaret G. Hays. 


Do You Suffer from Pianos? 
Mrs. Kicker—This song ad says, ‘‘Try 
this on your piano.’’ I wonder if it’s 
worth while?’’ 
Kicker—Get the neighbors to try it on 
theirs first. If it does their piano any 
good, we’ll see if it can cure ours. 
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THE TREASURER 
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HE Fallowfield Polo Club was trying out members for a match. 

Gerald Gillford and Harry Stanhope, chums in other matters, 

had all along been rivals for place on the team that was to play 
for the championship. 

On this day Gerald had invited Helen Worlick, his fiancée, to 
the club luncheon, and Harry had brought Maybelle Rolland, to 
whom he was engaged, to the same function. 

Helen and Maybelle rejoiced in that delighting stage of 
friendship which among women means a sharing of their dearest 
secrets. 

In social affairs these couples had formed a companionship that 
implied a thorough knowledge of one another. Their intimacy, in 
fact, sometimes led to confusion in the minds of observers as to 
just how they would eventually be paired matrimonially, and this 
in spite of definite announcements. 

The club luncheon was a joyous affair, of course, except that 
the club members who were in practice were very abstemious; and 
nothing censorious was even thought of Helen’s and Maybelle’s 
indulgence in cigarettes at its close, or of Helen’s asking fora 
second cigarette as she and Maybelle sauntered out to watch the 
exploits of Harry and Gerald on their ponies. 


MUTABILITY 
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**Wouldn’t it be delightful, dear,’’ asked Helen, ‘‘if you and 
Harry and Gerald and I should be married at the same time?’’ 

‘And go on the honeymoon together! Lovely!’’ replied May- 
belle. ‘‘Have you said anything to Gerald about it?’’ 

‘*The idea! Of course I never thought of it until this minute!’’ 

‘*We must do it. I'll ask Harry if you’ll ask Gerald. It would 
be just ripping!’’ 

“‘Oh! Oh! 


Look! They’re playing fiercely!’’ cried Helen, 
all at once absorbed. ‘‘See Harry! What a great drive!’’ 

**But he missed the goal. Just missed it. And Gerald has the 
ball. What a backhand drive that was! Isn’t it wonderful the 
way they ride?’’ 

As the game progressed, the young women were impartial in 
their exclamations of admiration. Harry and Gerald were playing 
like Indians, friendship being for the moment submerged. They 
led their respective teams in dash, daring and skill. 

‘‘I wonder who’ll win the place, dear,’’ ventured Helen. 
**Would you be angry or disappointed if Gerald should’’ 

‘*What a silly you are! What should you and I care about the 
game?’’ 

‘*Well, I care about the game, because it excites me. 





And 








they say excitement is good for one. Healthy 
excitement. I just love to see them play, 
the more spiritedly the better, even if they 
are in danger.’’ 

*“‘Of course. SodolI. The more dan- 
gerous it is, the better I like it. I believe, 
dear, we're actually primitive in 
things—just savages—for we love even bru- 
tal excitement. Do you know what comes 
into my mind this moment, when I see the 
vital action going on out there? You would 
not believe it. I love the massive, virile 
things in art, for they suggest power— 
achievement. And what is a man unless 
he is strong and can achieve?’’ 

‘*But what is the particular thing you 
were just reminded of?’’ 

‘“*‘Why, when Gerald swept around just 
then and swung down to drive, I thought of 
—but you'll say I’m foolish!—of Rodin’s 
wonderfully vital group, ‘The Kiss.’ ’’ 

‘*You certainly have imagination, dear. 
But see! See!’’ 

Helen and Maybelle screamed together. 
And Helen seemed about to faint. Harry’s 
pony, turning short, fell to its knees, and 
Harry pitched forward to the ground, one 
foot caught in a stirrup. In a moment the 
pony was caught, and Harry was released, 
but he had broken his ankle. This meant 
that Gerald would fill the place coveted by 
both. The day’s pleasure was spoiled. 


some 


Harry was taken home. 

Strangely, Helen called to comfort Harry 
in his temporary invalidism before May- 
belle made a like visit. 

More strangely—and this shows the mu- 
tability of fancy—when Harry discarded 
his crutches, he and Helen eloped. 


“They say she’s trying to forget him.” 





“Why's that?” 








Strangest of all, Gerald and Maybelle 
almost immediately afterward forestalled 
one phase of gossip and inspired another 
phase by doing the very same thing. 

And yet Mrs. Grundy is never at a loss 
for a point upon which to hang a moral. 
‘‘How much better it is,’’ said she, ‘‘than 





“ Because he forgot himself.” 


it might have turned out if Helen had mar- 
ried Gerald and Maybelle had married 
Harry !’’ 

‘“*‘What in the world can you mean?” 
asked Mrs. Grundy’s audience. 

‘*Why, then we might have had a scandal 
and two divorce cases.”’ 

















Wife—Do you think, John, silence is golden ? 


Hubby—lI'm sure of it! 





If I’d kept my mouth shut I'd stili be a bachelor, 
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Jessie—Natalie told me a wicked story last night, and | scolded her. 


The Way of Approach 

C= DARK night a man strolled along 

the country road on his way home 
from the village. In his pocket he carried 
two silver dollars, which was about all the 
ready cash he possessed. Coming to a sharp 
turn in the road, he was halted by two hold- 
up men, who very naturally demanded what 
money the man had. The man, of course, 
did not want to give it to them and put upa 
struggle, which lasted for several minutes 
and was brought to an abrupt end b; the ap- 
pearance of a party of several persons, who 
walked in the road, carrying a iantern. 
The hold-up men, upon seeing the party 





close at hand, released their hold on the 
man and fled away through the fields, with- 
out getting possession of his money. The 
man greeted the party with deep pleasure. 
At closer range he identified them as being 
acquaintances of his who had been to a 





Tessie—Good for you! What 


church gathering down the road. 


**Oh, Brother Samuels,’’ 

called one, in the form of a 

greeting, ‘‘we were just that 

moment talking about you. 

We are going to get up fifty 

dollars to forward to the 

starving heathens across the ocean, and 

we have you on our list for two dollars. 

We knew we could always count on 
you!’’ 

‘*Well,’’ responded Brother Samuels, 
‘there it is. It’s yours.’’ Then he 
walked on without telling them of the 
experience he had just had with the 
bold hold-up men, but in his mind he 
philosophized with himself thusly: 

**There is not such a big difference 
in people, after all. The only differ- 
ence really is in the way they approach 


%? 


you. 
—George Bingham. 
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AN UNUSUAL CASE 


Stranger—Seventeen years ago I landed here in 
your town broke. I struck you fora dollar. You 
gave it to me, saying you never turned a request like 
that down. 

Cilizen (eagerly) —Yes ? 

Stranger—Well, are you still game? 





xn Ss 
Between the Sirens songs ol old There are no Viermaids now to cheat 
And Merm ids’ captivating smile 3, A mariner, or any man; 





[he ancient mariners, we're told, But Sirens still the sex entreat 
Were driven fully daft erewhiles. With many a beguiling plan. 


They shores infest in every guise 


[hat catches the unwary him; 
They pose with fascinating eyes— 
But very se ldom do they swim. —/ 





A Dry Witness 
WO MEN had been arrested in a dry 
town for drinking, and the prosecuting 
witness was on the stand. 

‘“*You say,’’ said the attorney for the de- 
fense, ‘‘that you saw the men in the field 
drinking?’’ 

“*Yes, sir, I did.’’ 

‘*Was the field fenced?’’ 

**Yes, sir.”’ 

‘Where were you?”’ 

‘‘On the far side of the fence.’’ 

‘“‘Was there a board off that you could 
see through?’’ 

**No, sir.’’ 

‘*Was there a knothole in the fence?’’ 

"a, oa” 

The attorney braced himself for the 
crushing question that he had ready to 
launch at the victim whom he thought he 
had so adroitly cornered. 

‘*Now,’’ he said, banging the table, ‘‘ will 
you tell the court how you could see two 
men drinking in a field surrounded by a 
fence with no boards off and never a knot- 
hole in it?’’ 

**Yes, sir,’’ said the witness. 

“*Well, tell it,’” commanded the attorney 
impatiently. 

“*It was barbed-wire fence.’’ 

—W. J. Lampton. 


Her escort—Can ye wait a minute, mister ‘fore ye explode? We 


want to get by 


“Don'ts” for Hot Weather 
HROUGH the courtesy of Dr. Owl we 
are able to print the following sound 
advice for the exclusive benefit of our 
readers. 
(Cut this out and put it where you can 
see it every day.) 
Don’t eat more than three meals* a 
day. 
Don’t sleep with the windows closed. 
Don’t work unless you have to work. 
Don’t drink bock beer. 
Don’t drink new cider. 
Don’t wear rubber boots. 
Don’t travel in the subway unless you 
want to go somewhere. 
Don’t wear a Mackinaw coat. 
Don’t exercise for more than twenty min- 
utes each morning. 
Don’t hurry unless you have to hurry. 
Don’t wear a raincoat unless it rains. 
Don’t eat much venison. 
Don’t spend much time at the opera. 
Don’t fall off a roof garden. 
Don’t put too much mint in your julep. 
Don’t get yourself arrested. 
Don’t read the ‘‘comic’’ part of the Sun- 
day papers. 
Don’t neglect all the ball games. 
Don’t worry about the heat. If you must 
worry, worry about yourself. 


*A snack at midnight is not a 
meal, 
¥ Limit yourself to dumb bells 
weighing not more than ten pounds. 
—Charles Elkin, Jr. 


Some Figuring 

Madge—I thought you be- 
lieved in a short engagement? 

Marjorie—But what else can 
I do in a case of this kind? 
I’m not just sure that he really 
has money. If he’s only four- 
flushing, a long engagement 
will have him broke. 


Calculating 
Minnie—When I marry, it 
will be only a man of worth. 
Lilie—Worth how much, 
dear? 


Cs heat 


The Sad Tale of Percy Pie 





OUNG Percy Pie contracted cold— 
A cold that kept him coughing. 
A cough’s a vice, so he sought advice. 
Said the doctor, ‘‘Try some golfing.’’ 
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So Percy bought some clubs, and soon 
Great clods of turf was dishing. 

He cured his cough, but his weight fell off. 
Said the doctor, ‘‘Take up fishing.’’ 








Now fishing’s easy exercise; 
His cup of joy was brimming. 

He gained in weight, but he drank his bait. 
Said the doctor, ‘‘Try some swimming.’’ 
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So Percy water-winged—and quelled 
The alcoholic menace. 

The thirst was gone, but his face was drawn. 
Said the doctor, ‘‘ You play tennis.’’ 
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Poor lad! He learned to lob and serve, 
To score in tennis singsong. 

He got the knack, but his cold came back. 


Said the doctor, ‘‘Try some ping-pong.’’ 
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**Not on your life!’’ said Percy Pie. 
‘*Your method’s just the dub way!’’ 
And now, at length, he keeps his strength 
By running for the subway. 
—Charles A. Merz. 





Tae Peiee 
HE LAKE; a sweet, sun-filled breeze; 
arching skies of perfect blue; close 
by the wooded shore, just in the shade 
where it should be, a boat; and in the 
boat a young man with a noble jaw, and 
a girl whose artfully tangled golden hair 
framed a face of keen strength; watchful 
eyes of violet; arms pretty as her ankles; 
clear color in her cheeks. She shaded her 
watchful eyes and looked into the eyes of 
her companion; her lips, crimson and 
calculating, were parted—she was about 
to speak. 

There was a rustle, rustle, in the thick 
bushes ashore; a small boy’s bare arm, 
thrown swiftly above his head, pierced the 
green. In order that this story may go 
on, we shall assume that the youth was 
dressing; that he had had his swim. 

The girl in the boat spoke, in a fine, 
semi-musical, challenging tone: ‘‘Of 
course I am honored by your proposal, yet 











in marriage there is so very, very much 
to be considered. I want to know, for 
the sake of us both, not only what your 
apparent prospects are, but, Dear, what 
sort of man you are in your soul—I ought 
to know.”’ 

The young man’s strong frame shivered; 
his gray eyes flashed; his splendid jaw 
moved slightly. 

**Yes,’’ he said, ‘‘ you ought.’’ 

**I believe,’’ said the girl, ‘‘that you 
would take care of me; that you would 
make success in life the firm foundation of 
your enduring love for me and of my en- 
during love for you. I am sure you realize 
that in this day and age you must get the 





Visitor—And how do you like your new little brother, Elsie? 


Elsite—Oh, he’s very amusing. 


life blood of your compctitor in business, 
or he will get yours. In order to be loved, 
you must possess money; you must take 
wealth; obviously you must keep it, must 
increase it; must not be childish in con- 
science, but a full-grown man, ever pro- 
ducing for your own—your wife.’’ 

**You are a wise sociologist,’’ he com- 
mented; ‘‘your wit pleases me, My Dar- 
ling.”’ 

Soft light played about her eyes. ‘‘Yet 
never should I wish you to be cruel, even 





THE GRAND MANNER 
Hawker—An’ I'll give a thousand dollars to anyone who kin prove what I claim isn’t so! 


It’s better to fee] that way about him, don’t you think? 


in your life outside the Home. 
but not cruel, Dear.’’ 

*‘I can assure you,’’ he said, in ringing 
tones, ‘‘that I never crush a fellow-man 
unnecessarily; having taken what he has, I 
am wholly kind to him. It is a waste to 
kick the crushed; it is unfair to one’s self, 
I try always to crush some one who is still 
uncrushed; you see, there is more in it— 
for me, and for my dear wife. Success is 
ever to be won on broad principles.”’ 

There was a scramble and a rustle in the 
green shore bushes. A shrill whis- 
tle, as though of warning, rent the 
air. 

The girl leaned forward, and her 
lover took her in his arms. ‘‘You 
are sweet and kind and fair—you 
will be lovely to me. _I shall be proud 
of you. You will be nobly success 
ful—you’’ 

He covered her mouth with kisses. 

A gleaming form cleft the bushes, 
and a boy white as the fleece of clouds 
and swifter far, sped like an arrow 
and entered the still waters of the 
lake as simply and cleanly as a knife 
blade. 

The modern girl looked up into 
the eyes of her noble-jawed lover. 
‘‘Nothing like that in our family,” 
she said. 

“*No children?’’ 

**None.’”’ 

‘‘For whom shall I work and wif 
and strive and conquer?’’ he asked. 

‘‘For me,’’ she answered, creeping 
close. —Fred Ladd. 


Efficient, 
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With Foreign Funmakers 









whl de — - Se 
Schoolmistress—Well, Freddie, dear, what 
did you learn yesterday? 
New boy (after deep thought)—You ought 
to know—you teached me.—Punch (Lon- 


don). 
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Copyright. Fliegende Blaetter 


Lucky Man! 


_ “Mir geht es brillant, gnadige Frau, Ich wohne 
in einer reizenden Villa, habe ein entziickende Frau, 
zwei allerliebste Kinder und dazu noch die idealste 
Schwiegermama von der Welt—in Amerika.” 


“I am getting along splendidly, dear 
madam. I live in a beautiful cottage, have 
a charming wife, two mast lovely children, 
and, besides that, a perfect ideal of a 
mother-in-law —in America.’’ — Fliegende 
Blaetter (Munich). 














When Straw Becomes a Means of Sub- 
sistence! 


in Permettez-moi. Madame Bosh. de vous offrir pour 
re dessert ce délicieux chapeau.” 


“Permit me, Madame Bosh, to offer you 


this delicious hat for your dessert.’’—Le 
Rire (Paris). 








A Sin of Omission 


is laid at the door of the light bottle 
brewer. He stands convicted by his 
own admission. 

He, no doubt, tries to make pure 
beer,and hecould protect its purity, 
but he does not. 

He offers you the doubtful protec- 
tion of a paper cover. 


The Light Bottle 


|| Is Insufficient 


| —he admits it, in fact warns you 
| against the damaging effects of light. 
| If you would have pure beer, drink 
Schlitz in Brown Bottles. There is 
no purer beer brewed, and it costs 
no more than light bottle beer. 




















See that crown is 
9 branded “Schlitz” 








Order a case today 


The BeerThat Made Milwaukee Famous 
900 Health Questions Answered Free 


The Catechism of Health contains more than 500 questions and answers relating to health and the 
cause and the home treatment of disease without drugs. [f you want to know about cause and drug- 
less treatment for Indigestion—Constipation—Dyspepsia—Tuberculosis—Kidney Trouble—Lung na 
Disorders—Heart Trouble—Liver Complaints—Stomach Troubles—Nervousness—Neurasthenia @° HEALTH 
— Neuralgia — Diabetes —Appendicitis—Cancer—Catarrh—Colds—Anemia—Asthma—Erysip- _¢ CULTURE 
elas—Bad Breath—Eczema—Gall Stones—Goitre— Hemorrhoids—Adenoids—Varicose Veins & 750 St. James 
—Menstruation—Tape Worm—Rheumatism—Boils and Pimples—Headache—Backache— -  Bidg., NewYork 
Malaria—Insomnia—Hives—Eye Trouble-Throat Troubles—Coated Tongue—Poor Cir- s Seiten 
culation—A bout Diet—Raw Food—Salt—Sugar—Honey— Milk and Eggs—Fruits—Meat 6 enclosed find 50c. 
—Legumes—Nuts—Olive Oil—Cheese—Cigars and Coffee—Beer—Drugs—Best Food— @ for Health Culture 
| Best Underwear — Water Drinking — Exercise—Bathing—Breathing—Sleep—Mas-  g- 6 months and a Cat- 

snge—Colon Flushing—Fasting—Complexion—Hair—Teeth — Perspiration — No- ° echism of Health. 

B-eakfast Plan—Over-Feeding—Soft Drinks— These are a few of the many © Money to be returned if 

topics treated of. This book isa health library jn itself. Indispensable asa not satisfied. Address: 
| book of reference, more useful than a dictionary. Price, bound in cloth, ¢9 
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Dr. timer 
Lee, Editor 


.| £1.00. Will be sent in leatherette, price, 50c., with Health Culture—Dr.  .¢ 


Elmer Lee, Editor ($1.00 a year), 6 mos., 50c., both for 50c. Best health > Name 

magazine published. You should try it. Money back if not satisfied. of 
Address $ 

THE HEALTH CULTURE, 750 St. James Building, NEW YORK 
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S REASONS 


FOR SUPERIORITY 


No. 5—UNVARYING 
QUALITY 


The constantly grow- 
ing reserve stocks 
(already the largest in 
Scotland) are a guar- 
antee of the continued 
excellence of 





BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 


One quality the world over 








a ese pe 4 = =. 
The Highest Standard 
of Quality 

















You can’t sell your drawings 
unless they are technically correct 


and you can only acquire this technique 
under skilful guidance. 

In comic art particularly, the clever car- 
icature depends altogether on a proper 
understanding of what to emphasize and 
what to omit, and this knowledge can 
only be bad through instruction. You 
cannot become a skilled artist without 
instruction any more than you could be 
a finished musician and play only by 
ear. Men are born with genius, but 
art is the practical and skilful applica- 
tion of natural ability. 

We send you this instruction by mail and 
your individual training comes under 
the personal direction of Mr. Grant E. 
Hamilton, an artist of international 
reputation. 

This school has been established eleven 
years and has developed many first-class 
illustrators who are now earning good 
incomes from their art. Only a limited 
number of students will be taken, so 
write at once. Send five two-cent stamps 
for handsome booklet and reply. 


stablished 


Studio of Pictorial Art, Inc. ("Ris 
tis. meat 30d York 


Street, New 











The Cook’s Package 


E ALL have our puzzles that daze us a bit; 
There’s knowledge that most of us ardently 
long for. 
I’ve wondered where all of the star systems quit— 
That’s not what I’m writing this beautiful song for, 
Each night as to slumber I sleepily trundle, 
I wonder what cook carried home in her bundle! 


She’s honest, I know, and there’s nothing I miss 
From larder or pantry or barrel or bin. 
She’s sparing of that, and she’s sparing of this; 
It’s not that my bills require more of my tin. 
Of lard, sugar, bacon there’s never a lackage— 
But what does that cook carry home in her package? 


It’s not anything that she brings in the morning; 
She comes empty-handed—I’ve seen her myseif. 
Her realm I’ve invaded without any warning 
And invoiced the stuff in each cupboard and shelf, 
It’s not that I’m stingy—I wouldn’t begrudge it; 
But what DOEs that cook carry home in her budget? 
—Strickland Gillilan. 


From a Sinner’s Diary 


HAVE been running to lawsuits lately. I am making so mug 
money, maybe I can afford a divorce some time, and I wanted to ge 
how they went at it. It’s dead easy and doesn’t take over five minute; 
when your man doesn’t object; but when you want it all and he wants 
his half, it hangs on for weeks. ‘‘Aw,’’ brother says, ‘‘ you don’t wap 
to goto that. It will be a rough house.’’ But I thought nothing ough 
ever to have occurred in the sanctuary that an old offender like m 
couldn’t hear. 

I saw the lawyer I shall have if I ever commit anything—ge 
found out, I mean. The other lawyer looked at me as though I wer 
a shoplifter, as though he knew I'd cartoon his bald spot on a postal 
and send it through the mail. : 

I am inoculated with law talk as bad as brother is engine. If] 
wanted to call anybody a fool, I would say now instead that he was 
mentally incompetent. And if anybody swiped my watermelons, I'd 
report it as ‘‘feloniously took, stole and carried away said melons in 
said county of Eaton.’’ And if ma should order me away from the pie, 
I’d say she’d served an injunction. 

The judge I adore. If he should go against me, I should calculate 
I was guilty, whether I had thought so before or not. He seems likea 
regular old father in Israel—just what every preacher ought to seem 
But I can’t think of any just now that do. 

Since then I’ve tried to act while giving lessons like the judge dos 
while judging. I stand behind my chair and teeter it, looking as if! 
were a thousand miles away. Nevertheless, should they strike open( 
when it should be C sharp, I am on hand with something to say. | 
may pick up a catalogue from under the stand and be looking through 
the onions, but that’s no sign I won’t come out of my trance at) 


natural when the key is four sharps. —Lynette Freemire. 


Egg View Notes 


INK NITZ fell out of a bee tree Monday noon, jarring two teeth ani 
his cold loose. 

Muley Cannon helped to lose a tug-of-war contest at the picnic 
Wednesday, by pulling harder on his pipe than he did on the rope. 

A big carnival is to be in Pollywog in a few weeks, at whid 
Truman Bilge will badly fool some light-fingered person by not being 
present. 

Within an hour after Dow Ludlum voluntarily and openly declart 
himself to be in bankruptcy Friday, he finished a swim in Moon Lake 
came out onto the shore and sat down on a hornet, who put Dow on his 
feet very quickly. 

Erny Neff, our barber, found a bicycle pump in the road Satur 
day morning, which he began to try out by working it back and forth 
very fast, causing Ote Gimber to drive up and get out of his buggy® 
ask Erny if he was trying to blow up a storm. 

Thursday night Witt Larcom took home a volume of sound in the 


shape of an expert telegrapher’s manual, sold to him by the agent. 
—Leslie Van Ever 
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Yarns of the Ballplayers 


By ED A. GOWEY 





T. L. (“Cotton’’) Turner, Cleveland Americans 


L. (‘“COTTON’’) TURNER, second 

e baseman of the Cleveland Indians, 
comes forward with this tale, in which the 
principal roles were played by the late Tim 
Hurst and the late ‘‘Doc’’ Powers. ‘‘Doc’’ 
was a backstop with the Athletics, and the 
incident occurred in the first game which 
Powers caught, with Hurst calling balls 
and strikes behind him. 

““*Doc’ was a peppery backstop,’’ said 
Turner, ‘‘always encouraging his battery 
mate with a flow of chatter. ‘That’s a 
peach, Eddie!’ would be his comment when 
Plank was serving the ball, which perhaps 
was a foot wide of the plate. ‘Another pip- 
pin!’ would be his view of the next ball, 
despite the fact that it was around the bat- 
ter’s eyes. 

**Just like picking cherries!’ was an- 
other way of expressing his belief that the 
pellet conformed to all the regulations of a 
strike. 

“For more than six innings Tim, enjoy- 
ing the pepper displayed by the young back- 
stop, paid no attention to the line of talk. 
Finally Hurst called a batter out on a ball 
which was a trifle low, as he afterward 
admitted, which Powers declared was 
‘peach.’ 

‘Letting the catcher umpire the game 
for you, eh? Losing your nerve, I guess,’ 
were the words handed to Tim by the sore 
and disgusted batter. The remark had just 
the effect the hitter desired, for Hurst im- 
mediately got after Powers with this im- 
pressive phraseolégy: 

“*Young man, you may be a grand judge 
of fruit, but you’re not on a farm. This is 
aball game. During the remainder of this 
contest I’ll call the balls and strikes with- 
out any agricultural remarks from you; 
otherwise I shall be forced to request you 
to beat it.” And Powers made no further 
comment. 

“Only once,’’ said ‘‘Cotton,’’ ‘‘did I ever 
get fighting mad atafan. I was up against 
one of the league’s best pitchers in a cer- 
tain game, and my eye was working to per- 
fection ; but though I hit the ball solidly 
three times, I drove it straight at some out- 
fielder. In the tenth I came up with one 
out and two on the bases. I never hit a 
ball much harder, and it went like a bullet 
to the shortstop, who grabbed it, staggered, 
but hungon. The ball went so hard that 
it almost tore his hands off. As I turned, 
some bug yelled, ‘That’s right! Pop ’em 
up—keep poppin’ ’em up!’ You can imag- 
ine what I'd like to have done.”’ 
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HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 

BROADWAY, 3lst TO 32nd STREET, NEW YORK 
At Herald Square, the radial center of transportation to all parts of the city. One block from 
Pennsylvania Station, a few minutes from Grand Central ‘Terminal. Subway, Surface and 
Elevated Service direct to the hotel, which is in the midst of the fashionable theater and shop- 
ping districts. = _4 HOTEL HOME — $1.50 A DAY AND UP 
Special Luncheon $ .75. Dinner de Luxe $1.50 

Write for Booklet and Free Pocket Map of City 








Dancing Dancing 











WILLARD D. ROCKEFELLER, Manager FRANK H. WIGGINS, Assistant Manager n 
ad FREE TAXI SERVICE DIRECT TO HOTEL IMPERIAL FOR ARRIVING GUESTS 
° FROM GRAND CENTRAL AND PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD TERMINALS. 
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“The Ranger & 
the Woman”, 
a new six-part 
serial by Ham- 
linGarland, will 
begin in the 
July twenty- 
fourth number 


of Collier’s. Itis 
a thrilling story of 
the West of to-day; 
highly romantic, 
yet as real as rain. 


Hamlin Garland 
has never written 
amore stirring tale 
than this one— 
mystery, tragedy, 
romance—and the 
readers of Collier’s 
have a treat in 
store for them 
this summer. 
e Ory 
Collier's 
i tkkind tien ta tees 
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THE MODERN WOMAy 
Three Maids and Their Methods 


By TERRILL LOVE HOLLIDAY 


HREE females fared forth from a finishing school. At the fork ¢ 
the road they paused to say farewell. Knowing that good. 
whether for a lifetime or for a day, cannot be said in an hour the 
maids spread their traveling rugs beneath a wayside tree and opened a 
fresh case of chocolates. . 

**We, of course,’’ began Nadine, the truthful, ‘“‘have no genuine 
polish; our alma mater doesn’t go in for that. The best of Which we 
can boast is a tin-pot burnish.”’ 

‘‘Speak for yourself,’’ pouted Priscilla, who loved to Preten 
**but don’t call me a ‘shine.’ ’’ 

‘We were not fitted to earn a living,’’ baldly continued Nadine 
*‘nor prepared to be wives and mothers, but only to catch men.” 

**Now that we are face to face with the proposition,”’ lamented 
timid Therese, ‘‘it seems to me that we were not even well trained for 
that. How shall we go about it?’’ 

**She who waits for Opportunity to ring gets too stiff to answer the 
door,’’ opined Nadine. ‘‘I shall go after mine with a lasso ang, 
landing net.’’ 

*‘I shall locate my game before buying ammunition,” 
Priscilla. ‘*Brain pellets would glance off a bonehead, and it would 
useless to shoot a dyspep- 
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tic in the stomach. The |\'Zy 
high score is made by WG 
the girl who knows her Bi 
target.’’ , 5s 

‘‘The principal in- q\_ i} — = 
gredient in our glossy fin- f= 
ish is glucose syrup,’’ a 
thoughtfully remarked |-S= 
Therese. ‘‘I shall just l3s 


stick around, like a little 
flypaper. All men come 
to her who waits, if only 
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to see why she waits in- : = QO 
stead of hustling asother 77 ; \y ‘3 
girls do.”’ Y, \ \ 
. * * * * Za HILAR \y \\ 

Father Time had Risse \\\\ it 


ticked off ten years when 
the trio were again 
thrown together. 

‘*What did your net net you?’’ asked Therese, after business 
planting kisses where complexions were thinnest. ‘‘Or, if you dont 
care to name the net, give us the gross and we’ll figure it out ir 
ourselves.’’ 

‘*T landed four,’’ related Nadine. ‘‘But I threw them back—whi 
was left of them after I had lunched. It isn’t a fish dinner thatin 
spires the true angler; she fishes for love of the sport. Did you har 
any trouble finding the right kind of ammunition?’’ 

‘*A little, when I took the needless trouble of hunting up a differ 
ent sort for each man. But I soon discovered a universal dumdum thé 
would knock over any of them.’’ 

‘*What was it?’’ cried Therese and Nadine in one breath. 

‘Forty grains of flattery, fired into their bump of conceit with: 
blunderbuss,’’ dryly answered Priss. 

‘‘A blunderbuss?’”’ Nadine lifted her eyebrows. ‘‘Isn’t tht 
rather rough for men of our class?’’ 

Priscilla laughed. 

‘The fine-haired boys stand for the coarsest work. It’s a novell 
to them, whereas they’re used to the gumshoe girls.’’ Then she sighed 
‘‘Bagging them is easy, but there’s always been a hole in my gamebap 
They get away, somehow. I’ve scarcely a feather to show for th 
killings I’ve made.’’ 

‘*How about you, Sly Puss? Did the waiting pay?’’ 

Therese smiled. 

‘I did have to wait a long time. But, despite the swatting @® 
paigns, every little sugarlump will have a fly that’s all her own. 
hers sticks!’’ 


KEEPING OUT THE LIGHT 
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Weighs Only 
Half an Ounce 


NEVERBIND 





This Summer’s 


wearers Will never again accept any- 
thing else—it always FITS—never 
pinches—wears longer the YEAR 
ROUND 


, If your dealer is out, we'll send 
Bsample pair, postpaid, single or 
' double grip,mercerized, 25c; silk, 50c. 
















George Frost Company 
Makers Boston, Mass. 


OA Month 


The master- 

ou piece of watch 

manufacture—adjusted to 

the second, positions, tem- 
perature and isoc hronism. Ene 

at the factory into your choice of 

the exquisite new watch cases. 


19 Jewel 


All sizes for both Burl ingt on 


men and women. The great Burlington Watch sent on 
simple request. Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month. You get the 
watch at the same price even the wheleswle jeweler — bay. 


Write Today for Free Watch Book 2 ok a nustratione 


of all the newest designs i tches that have toc 
Dame and ad address on & pesteard i s soon. Get this of - © while i wets. 


Watch 














You 
wouldn’t 
dare do this 
with 
Benzine, 
Naphtha or 
Gasoline. 


Cannot Burn 
or Explode 








For Safety’ s Sake. — Demand 


CARBQNA 
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Cleaning Fluid 


Removes grease spots from all materials, 


I5c, 25c, 50c & $1 Bottles. All Druggists. 


Law Library Given 


A Rauathable complete an and d comprehensive exclope ed ia of the law 


The Law Is Calling You 4, hich, piace in 
he atest profes- 
sion of all timeis offered to you. Wealth, pune Tnfluence. honor 
— + within your reach through the law. Learn in your own 
rite Te wey «4 = of the profession. Write for the new book. 

nm 
rite Today Gund ps 7OUr, Lo , address today for free 171 


School of Law B247 7 Manhattan Bldg. ,Chicago 
















With the College Wits 


He Probably Could!—He had told her the 
age-old story, and, torn with emotion, 
waited for the few short words that would 
decide his fate. 

**George,’’ she said, ‘‘before I give you 
my answer, you must tell me something. 
Do you drink anything?’’ 

A smile of relief lighted his handsome 
countenance. Was that all she wanted to 
know? Proudly, triumphantly he clasped 
her in his arms and whispered in her shell- 
like ear. 


‘**Anything,’’ he said. —Medicine Man. 


Don’t They!—’66—What a lovely ring! 
Is it silver? 

’16—No; platinum. 

’66—You don’t tell me! I thought it 
was real. What good imitations they do 
make nowadays !—Harvard Lampoon. 











Waiter—Is everything all right, sah? 
Man—Well, if it costs anything to say 
no, I’ll say yes!—Cornell Widow. 


As It Were, As ’Twere—‘‘Hello! Is this 
Miss Bugg?’’ 

~~ 

**This is Mr. Gubb talking.’’ 

**Oh, yes.’’ 

**My roommate and myself thought that 
you and Miss Seitz might want to go to the 
movies with us this evening.’’ 

‘“Why—we had something—hold the wire 
just a minute.’’ 

(What he thought they said) 


**Say, Annie, this handsome Mr. Gubb 
wants to take us to the movies. Don’t 
you think we had better break this theater 
date and go with him? He’s so fasci- 
nating!’’ 

**Why, yes—I’d much rather go with 
him.’’ 
(What they really said) 


**Annie, this mutt Gubb wants to take 
us to the movies. Do you think we had 
better accept or take a chance on some 
one else? It’s rather late.’’ 

**Oh, I suppose we may as well do 
something.’’ 

‘*Yes, Mr. Gubb—we’ll be delighted to 
0.’’— Michigan Gargoyle. 


A Listener—Father—What did you and 
John talk about last night, dear? 

Daughter—Oh, we talked about our kith 
and kin. 

Small brother—Yeth, pop, I heard ’em. 
He seth, ‘‘Kin I hev a kith?’’ and she seth, 
**Yith, you kin!’’—Yale Record. 

GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 


“Its purity has made it famous ” 
Se the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 
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Club Cocktails 


The introduction to the hospi- 
table board can be achieved under 
no more auspicious circumstances 
than through the medium of Club 
Cocktails. It is the right start that 
portends a successful end. 

Experts blend the choicest liquors, 


mix them to measure, age them 
to smoothness in the wood. 


All varieties at your dealer’s, 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the famous Brand’s A-! Sauce 
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SQUARE 


MANHATTAN forex 


50 to 58 WEST 77th STREET, NEW YORK 


Refined Family and Transient Hotel 
300 Rooms, 225 With Bath and Shower 


Opposite world-renowned Museum Natural History, life 
of land and sea from all regions of the earth, facing Man- 
hattan Square Park, half block entrance to Central Park; 
best residential section, 

Coolest location in city, surrounded by parks, facing 
beautiful lawns of museum. 

CONVENIENT TO EVERYTHING 
Parc _% bedroom and bath, with shower for two per- 
Cie de Gea ae 2.50 per day 
Parle: —¥ two bedrooms and baths, shower, three or four 
persons . . e . $3.00 to $3.50 per day 
Special Ry ate 8 for one or more weeks to tourists. 
Excellent restaurant; moderate prices. Music. 


Club bre akfasts. 
H. Frohmann, Pres. Geo. W. O'Hare, Mgr. 
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HOTEL PURITAN 


COMMONWEALTH AVE., BOSTON. near 
Massachusetts Ave. car lines and subway station 


The 
Distinctive Boston house 
Some qlohe trotters have said that the Puritan ts one of 
the most attractive and homelike hotels in the world. 
Single rooms from $2. Combined sitting-room. bed- 
room and bathroom from $4. Self contained suites. 
Your inquiries gladly answered and booklet mailed 











P,. COSTELLO. Manager. 
A L DRINK. 


Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston 
Established 1821 
Send for Booklet 


New York Distributors 


A WISE 


PARK & TILFORD 






























|. THE 
4 VAnpersutt HOTEL 


THIRTY FOURTH STREET 
AT PARK AVENUE 


* NEW YORK 


| An Hote! Designed 
to Appeal to the | 
Conservative 1 
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HEALTH, STRENGTH, LONGEVITY 


—and the enjoying of life to the fullest extent 
are yours by adopting the 4 principles used in 
THE TYLER COURSE. Requires 10 min- 
utes daily, no medicine, dieting or depriving 
oneself of the pleasures of life. A few organic 
exercises prescribed for your personal needs will 
give you vigorous health beyond your fondest 
hopes. Send for my free booklet. 


PARKER R. TYLER, 404 Terminal Bldg., New York, N. Y. 




















SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 
imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume : 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Know! a Father Should impart to His Son, 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
a Mother Should impart to Her Daughter 


All in one volame, > 
IMostrated. Know 
$2.00 postpaid. Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 


Write for “Other People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents, 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 














a “Innocence 
a Abroad” 


This attractive picture in all the brilliant 
colors of the original painting by Enoch 
Boles; size 8x94 in. on Art Mount 11 x 
14 in. Sent prepaid to any address for only 

to introduce our new 32 page 
catalogue of Pictures for the Den. 
“all winners.” Catalogue alone 10c. 


Celebrity Art Co. 
37A Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. L 











BARBER COATS DIRECT FROM MANUFACTURER 


coats 
eee, rtists and rt cooks’ linen, 
ters pure " 
ad SEND FOR OUR FREE CATALOG 


to us will bring 


A lett postal addressed 
you our latest catalog return mail. Write today. 
ANGELICA JACKE éo. 617 N. 9th St., St. Louis | 











Stories with Smiles 


Pat’s Information—One day, as Pat halted 
at the top of the river bank, a man famous 
for his inquisitive mind stopped and asked, 

‘How long have you hauled water for the 
village, my good man?’’ 

**Tin years, sor.’”’ 

‘“‘Ah! How many loads do you take in a 
day?’’ 

‘*From tin to fifteen, sor.”’ 

‘“*Ah, yes! Now, I have a problem for 
you. How much water at this rate have 
you hauled in all?’’ 

The driver of the watering cart jerked 
his thumb backward toward the river and 
replied, 

‘* All the water yez don’t see there now, 
sor.’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 


On a Party Line—On a Sunday afternoon 
an esteemed party named Smith casually 
remarked something about dinner, whereat 
his wife wearily sighed. 

**John,’’ said she, ‘‘I am too dead tired 
to cook to-night. Suppose we visit one of 
the neighbors and take a chance on being 
invited to stay for dinner.”’ 

** All right,’’ was the ready rejoinder of 
willing father. ‘‘How about the Browns?’’ 

*‘Not on your life!’’ quickly replied 
mother. ‘‘The Browns are going to have 
pork and cabbage. I heard Mrs. Brown or- 
der it over the party telephone. The Greens 
ordered chicken.’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


Sandstorm Smith Reassured—‘‘Say, looky 
yur!’’ snarled Sandstorm Smith, the widely 
known Oklahoman, emerging from the ele- 
vator in a Kansas City hotel five minutes 
after he had apparently retired to his room 
for the night. ‘‘Who in blazes is that cuss 
in the next room to mine?’’ 

**A guest who was in an automobile ac- 
cident this afternoon,’’ replied the clerk. 
‘*The gasoline caught fire and burned him 
pretty badly. I am sorry his groans dis- 
turbed you, but’’—— 

**Aw, that’s all right! I thought it was 
one of them infernal cabaret performers 
practicing on an accordion.’’—Kansas City 
Star. 


A Trifle Lazy—A lawsuit was recently in 
full swing, and during its progress a wit- 
ness was cross-examined as to the habits 
and character of the defendant. 

‘“*Has Mr. March a reputation for being 
abnormally lazy?’’ asked counsel briskly. 

‘*Well, sir, it’s this way’’ 

‘“*Will you kindly answer the question 
asked?’’ struck in the irascible lawyer. 

‘‘Well, sir, I was going to say it’s this 
way: I don’t want to do the gentleman in 
question any injustice, and I won’t go so 
far as to say, sir, that he’s lazy exactly; 
but if it required any voluntary work on 
his part to digest his food—why, he’d die 
from lack of nourishment, sir.’’—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle- Telegraph. 


Making It Emphatic—She sailed into the 
telegraph office and rapped on the counter. 
As the clerk came forward to meet her, he 
remembered that she had been there about 
ten minutes before. He wondered what she 
wanted this time. 

**Oh,’’ she said, ‘‘let me have that tele- 
gram I wrote just now; I forgot something 
important. I wanted to underscore ‘per- 
fectly lovely’ in acknowledging the receipt 








that b let. ill i : 

pel racelet. Will it cost anything ey, 

*“*No, ma’am,’’ said the Clerk, as he 
handed her the message. 

The young lady drew two heavy lines be. 
neath the words and said, 

“*It’s awfully good of you to let me do 
that! It will please Arthur ever so much,” 
— Youth’s Companion. 


His Method—‘‘I hope,’’ said Mrs, Corn. 
tossel, ‘‘that you’ll be careful not to take 
any counterfeit money while you're j, 
town.’’ 

“‘I never bother about suspectin’ my 
fellow-man,’’ replied her husband. “| 
study out a piece of counterfeit money, it’s 
impossible to offer it to anybody withoy 
my hand tremblin’; but if I pay no atte. 
tion, it’s about as easy to pass it on the 
next feller as it was to pass it on me.”— 
Washington Star. 


There Was a Difference—In the lobby of 
a hotel they were speaking about speq 
fiends. 

One afternoon Jones was rambling along 
the boulevard when he ran across Friend 
Smith. Handshake and then some talk, 
which included the war, the weather an 
automobiles. 

**By the way,’’ said Friend Smith reco. 
lectively, ‘‘I hear that you have been byy. 
ing a machine.’’ 

**Yes,’’ proudly admitted Jones. “| 
brought her home about two weeks ago.” 

**Some speed, of course,’’ returned Friend 
Smith. ‘‘How fast can the machine go?” 

**Well,’’ answered Jones, with a smile 
that was half sad, ‘‘it depends altogether 
on who is timing it—myself or a county 
constable.’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


One Unchanged Place—‘‘ Where's the old 
blacksmith shop where I picked the hot 
penny off the anvil?’’ 

‘*The blacksmith organized the Glue. 
town Garage and Gasoline Corporation, sold 
the stock and went to Europe.’’ 

‘“*Where’s the old oaken bucket from 
which I sipped many a cool draught?” 

‘The health department has it in a glass 
case as a horrible example.’’ 

‘‘What’s become of the little red school- 
house?’’ 

‘*Mrs. Van Coin bought it to use asa 
hospital for her Pomeranians.’’ 

‘‘How about the common where we used 
to play one old cat?’’ 

‘*The Confederate League has bought it, 
and we’re going to have a game there a 
soon as we can get Hal Chase to jump tous.” 

‘*The old tavern is the same, I suppose?” 

‘‘No; Billy went out of business rather 
than cater to the motorist taste for drink 
with seven kinds of liquor and vegetables 
in them.’’ 

‘*The post-office?’’ 

‘*Not much changed; but Joe Gimp ist’ 
postmaster any more. This post-card craz 
drove him blind trying to keep up with his 
reading.’’ 

‘“‘Isn’t anything the same as it used © 
be?’’ 

“*Yes, just one. When you go to gt 
shaved, you’ll find that the barber’s cof 
versation and his razor are exactly the same 
as they were when you went away. ”’—Phik 
adelphia Ledger. 
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Passing the Mustard 
An Epitaph 

Here rest the bones of Silas Hay. 

The durn fool got too smart. 

He looked into a gun one day 


To see the bullet start. 
—Cincinnatt Enquirer. 


Here rest the bones of Ezra Tank. 
His folly none could throttle. 
He got up in the dark and drank 


Out of the acid bottle. 
— Detroit Free Press. 


Here lie the bones of Hiram Blaine, 
Who trusted to his feet, 
And wouldn’t take an aeroplane 


To cross a jitney steet. 
—San Francisco Chronicle. 


Here lie the bones of Lucius Chalk, 

Now crushed, though they began whole. 
He tried to do the goose-step walk— 

And goose-stepped down a manhole. 


Hoisting Machinery Needed—*‘Oh, dear,”’ 

aned the young wife, ‘‘I don’t know 
what to use to raise my bread! I’ve tried 
everything.”’ 

“A derrick and a couple of jackscrews 
ought to do it,’’ thought her husband, but 
he didn’t say it aloud.—Boston Transcript. 


As Usual—‘‘I don’t see how they can 
afford to do what they do on his salary.’’ 

“Do you know what his salary is?’’ 

“No; but I don’t see how they can afford 
things, just the same.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Force of Habit—‘‘Do you promise to love, 
honor and cherish this woman?’’ 

“Yes,’’ said the politician. ‘‘ Whatever 
the platform is, I subscribe to it.’’—Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


Classified—‘‘How would you classify a 
telephone girl? is hers a business or a 
profession?’’ 

**Neither; 
Register. 


it is a calling.’’—Christian 


A Comeback—‘‘ What does our party stand 
for?’’ asked the machine senator. 

“You, for one thing,’’ replied a raucous 
voice from the rear of the hall.—Phila- 
delphia Record. 


The Pessimist—Payton—A bachelor is a 
man who has been crossed in love. 

Parker—Yes, and a married man has been 
double-crossed.—Brooklyn Life. 


As Usual—‘‘It’s a beautiful day.’’ 

“Yes,’’ replied O. U. Grouitsch, the noted 
pessimist; ‘‘but unseasonable for this time 
of the year.’’—Baltimore American. 


; Not the Only Device—‘‘A speedometer 
indicates how fast one is going.”’ 

“So does one’s bank balance.’’—Boston 
Globe. 


On the Way — Patience —Can’t Peggy 
dance? 

Patrice—Well, she’s taking steps to learn. 
— Yonkers Statesman. 


Vice Versa—‘‘You are careful to set an 
example for your son?’’ 

“T used to try to set him an example,”’ 
replied the serious man, ‘‘but now I study 
him attentively to ascertain what kind of 
clothes I ought to wear and the stlye of 
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OLD POINT COMFORT 
VA. 
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F you have been “Taking the Cure’’ each Summer at Vichy, 
Karlsbad or Aix, don’t neglect it—take it this Summer at Hotel 
Chamberlin, Old Point Comfort—the Saline Spa of America. 
Every Bath and Treatment as given at European Spas, with the 
additional advantage of sea-breezes and sea-bathing—a magnificent 
hotel, gay with pleasure loving people—sports and social diversions 


made brilliant by Army and Navy participants. 

The rarest of sea-foods and the perfection of Southern cooking — make your 
visit a long remembered pleasure. Accessible and charming in environment, yet 
far away from the hum of everyday life. 


Reduced Summer Rates — June to October 
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i } For illustrated booklets, apply to tourist bureaus or transportation offices or address 
} GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager, Fortress Monroe, Va. 
f New York Office: BERTHA RuFFNER Hore, Burzau, McALPIN HOTEL 
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“Both Arms of the Service” 
H at Old Point Comfort 
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Th d I l d ODERN and comfortable. Yachting, motor 

ousan siands boating, canoeing, fishing, fine bathing 

MOST FASCINATING RESORT beach, golf, tennis, dancing. Favorite resort 

IN AMERICA best families. Accommodates 300. Reasonable 

rates. 
Murray Hill Hotel Write for illustrated booklet 

LOCATED ON MURRAY ISLE, i FRANK M. ROGERS, ; 
PRETTIEST OF GROUP Formerly manager Sherman Square Hotel, i 
New York City. E 
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conversation that is considered smart.’’— 
Washington Star. 


Psychological Effect—‘‘Do you think it 
pays to keep chickens?’’ 

**Yes,’’ replied Farmer Corntossel; ‘‘a 
few chickens are a good advertisement. 
They keep the summer baarders cheered 
up, thinkin’ mebbe the first thing they 
know they’ll see a couple of ’em on the 
dinner table.’’— Washington Star. 


Unexpected Bath—When riding in the 
side car of a motor cycle, a girl and her 
escort were caught in a rainstorm. Both 
were drenched. 

**How did you enjoy your bathtub ride?’’ 
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Prove It At My Expense 


Don't cond re one cent—just let me 
it to you nave, Gone Soe WS othere Te 
feet ole mroathe. I claim to have 


you almost instantly of 

Seformity - cH of = bunion and thus 
lormit 

tighter shoes than ever. Just Soil esas 





promptly in plain sealed envelope. 
FOOT REMEDY Co. 






A Piedmont 
Southern Red Cedar 
Chest protects furs and woolens 


wn moths, mice, dust and damp. Fin- 
est birthday wedding or graduation gift. 8 15 Days 
days free trial. Low factory prices if vou de Free Trial 
cide to keep the Chest Freight prepaid by us. 


Write for handsome 64 page illustrated catalog. 
Postpaid free 










your name 
will be sent you 


3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, IL 


Moth - Proof Red Cedar 


Free Trial 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co.. Dept. 42, Statesville, N.C. 















Two 
Sizes— 
4% and 54 ins- 
Extra Size—8 inches 
(black only) $1.25. 
FREE—liberal supply of ink with 
retail orders. Agents Wanted. Big Profits. 
4. J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 


prices 
Order $ 





2 “Vulcan” Ink Pencils 


The ONLY perfect. non-leakable 
ink pencils at moderate 











WANTED —AN IDEA! 


you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” 


Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129. Washington. D. C. 


WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
and “ How to 
Randolph & Co., 








PRESERVE YOUR 
COPIES OF JUDGE 


in a handsome binder which we offer 
you for $1.50, express collect. A 
bound file of Jupar is very 
propriate for your library table and a 
source of pleasure at all times. Address 


JUDGE 
225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


ap- 











a friend asked the girl next day. 

‘Oh, all right,’’ she replied; ‘‘only I 
didn’t expect a tub and shower at the same 
time.’’— Youngstown Telegram. 


Old Device—‘‘I see that Marconi has in- 
vented a device by which you can see 
through brick walls.’’ 

**Somebody invented that long ago.’’ 

**Who was it, I’d like to know?”’ 

‘*The man who first thought of putting 
windows in ’em.’’— Detroit Free Press. 


She Was Interested—‘‘My dear, you 
ought to pass up frivolous things and take 
an interest in deep subjects. Take history, 
for instance. Here is an interesting item. 
Gessler, the tyrant, put up a hat for the 
Swiss to salute.’’ 

The lady was a trifle interested. 

‘*How was it trimmed?’’ she inquired.— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Romance and Reality 


Some girls at first look for a prince, 
But, as the years get thinner, 
Are apt to interest evince 
In plumber or in tinner. 


In youth the distant view they scan 
For gallant knights and pages; 
But later they look for a man 
Who merely gets fair wages. 
—Aansas City Journal. 
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Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pic. 
tures. Let the World’s famous 
cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
| spill a few ideas into your head. Get 
the Zim Book—it’s chuck full of valuable 


suggestions. Price $1.00 postpaid. 
Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Money back if book re. 


turned in ten days. 


Address Zim Book Desk 7-% 
Brunswick Building, New Yor 
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“SWEPT BY OCEAN BREEZES” 
NEW YORK’S MOST POPULAR Anp 
FASHIONABLE RESORT BY-THE-SE, 
Temperature seldom varies from 70 degrees, Within the 
city limits, half hour by train, one hour by auto, 
Mercadante’s Concerts 
Tennis Courts Sailing Outdoor Restauran, 
Surt Bathing Carage Deep Sea Fishing 


Oriental Hotel. 


NOW OPEN EUROPEAN PLAN 
Dancing every evening in the Ball Room. Dinner Dang 
} a naa and Fridays under personal direction of Mn 

unnion. 




















Auto roads direct to hotel entrance 
JOSEPH P. CREAVES, Manager 
Florida East Coast Hotel Co, 
Telephone, 1000 Coney Island 
NOW OPEN 


9 Dog Collar Mfrs. & 3104 
Ladies’ Hairdressers in the U. S. 


Any list you want, in any section of the 
country, new, accurate, complete. And our 
charges are remarkably low. Ask for com- 
plete catalog of over 7000 classes of names, 
sent free upon request. Ask for it today! 


Ross-Gould, 453 N. 9th Street, St. Louis. 


Ross-Gould 


Mailing 
BaestS St.Louis 







































Press Cutting Burea 
will send you all newspapercip 
pings which may appear abow 
you, your friends, or any subject on which youms 
want to be “‘ up to date.’? Every newspaper and per 
| odical of importance in the United States and Euror 
is searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 





HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N.! 


Write Moving Picture Plays 





$10.00 to $100.00 cach. Constant tine, Bat 
work at on 


ATLAS PUBLISHING co 





demand. Lore 
course sey ned 
440A Ci 











Published monthly. On the newsstand 
'the firs of each month. Ten centsé 
copy, or by subscription, $1.00 a yeat 
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Published by Leslie-Judge Company 
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A Collection of 
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Pic. 

= 25 Cents 

man, 

Get * £ 

sh All Five for 

aid, 

ction 

Te. HE Almighty Dollar never bought a 
T finer group of picture loveliness than 
is represented in these reproductions of 

7" artists’ proofs. All are by celebrated mas- 


ters of color and line, and all represent 


some of their best productions. 
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A Spring Chicken 
James Montgomery Flagg has drawn many 
beautiful girls, but none more at- 25 
tractive than the one shown above. Cc 
Send this Coupon for Separate 
Pictures 

pas \ 

clip q ‘. In case you haven't enough niches for all 

4 \ of the pictures, select those which 


appeal most to you and send stamps, 
coins or check to cover their 


er: % 
= \ price. 

| \ They Will Be 
Judge \ Mailed Flat, 


225 Fifth Ave. 
New York City 


N 


carefully packed 


Enclosed find end guaranteed 


soncenbewsscosics .. for t h 

which please send me the \ ~ wages sli 

following: in good con- 
..A Spring Chicken dition, 





.« Steady Work 
..A Live Wire 
.. A Jill for Jack 
Passed by the Board of 


ensorship 
Place an X before your selection. 


NAME. 
7 ADDRESS .. 
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STEADY WORK 
This picture by Enoch Bolles in striking 
colors is one of the most popular which has 
ever appeared as a front cover for Judge.. 


25c 


€ 7 

















A JILL FOR JACK 
Another of Flagg’s pretty girls. Whether you sail the 
seas or whether you do not, you'll find this 
especially suitable for a den or living room 25c 
picture 
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Artists’ Beauties 
A Print, or 
One Dollar 


RAMED, in response to a great popu- 
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lar demand, on a 9x12 board and 
double mounted on a heavy white mat, 
11x14. 
while 


The offer is limited and good only 
the last. 
therefore, to order promptly. 


pictures It is advisable, 





Passed by the Board of Censorship 


This picture is owned, perhaps, by more 

people than any other popular print which 

has been offered for years. It is one 25 
Cc 


of Flagg’s cleverest conceptions.... 
Send this Coupon for All Five 
and Catalogue 


/ 


With each order for the complete set ff 
of pictures which we receive, we will 


send the 
4 
/ Judge 


225 Fifth Ave. 
New York City 


Judge Art Print 
Catalogue 


This catalogue contains 
62 reproductions in 


beauti- 7 
Enclosed find $1.00 
f for which please send 
me the five artists’ prints 
as offered in your adver- 


miniature, 


sepia, on India 


fully printed in 
tint paper. Its f 
regular price 

is 10 cents 

a copy. 4 = 


tisement. 





A LIVE WIRE ; 7 VAME 
The telegram read: “Sorry. Cannot accept dinner in- IN AM. cocces coccccscccsccceee Orvccesseeese 
vitation. Married your dad this noon. ae Dooem. F 
The print is in Ralph Armstrong’s best a ee 
vein, and any of his work is a delight ADDRESS. ..e000-eee ss se eeeeeees 
Oe UE onions b.x006sdssccnnwansenenenetraneinis P 2 
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Vaeation Days Are Here! 


The salt tang of the ocean, the 
balsamic odors from mountain 
heights, will fill you with a new 
joy of physical well-being 
But in planning your vacation-— 
What provision have you made for mental refreshment ? 


We had YOU in mind when we secured from the English 
publisher the balance of his stock of 


DICKENS 


—JUST A FEW HUNDRED SETS— 


At a figure which, on account of the war, enables us to 
offer them to you at 


AN EXTRAORDINARY BARGAIN PRICE 
6 Volumes 2 — Deere 34.00 Pages Fenthorwciatl, 


illustrations 


THESE ARE IDEAL BOOKS FOR YOUR SUMMER 
CAMP—AS TRAVELING COMPANIONS 


Bask for a while in the sunshine of Dickens’ tender, sympathetic out- 
look on life. Drink deep draughts of his bubbling humor and riotous 
fun. Get a new point of view away from the dollar mark. Dickens is 


the Perennial ““BEST SELLER.’’ Millions of his books are sold 


; yearly but— 


You may already have a set of Dickens—one of 
those stiffly bound library sets, heavy in the hand, 
small type, hard to keep open—but how often do you 
read it? Because it is so hard to read, you and your 
children are missing one of the great joys of life. 


| 





If you don’t own a set of Dickens this is doubly 
your opportunity. Let your children grow up with 
Mr. Micawber and Little Nell and Dora and Peggotty 
and the hundreds of other delightful characters that 
Charles Dickens created, a knowledge of whom is 
part of an all-round education, 





Brunswick Subscription Co. J.—7-24 
149 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
Enclosed tind $1.61, in full payment for the six-volume set of 


Dickens, Send books, carriage prepaid, to 
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